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Orient 


Author's Notes: 

November 1984. The Cure is traveling across Germany during a European tour and stops in Hamburg for a few 
nights where they will play at two different venues. In between their gigs, they explore the local places and 
music scene and end up in a small club recommended to them to go and see this newly successful German new 
wave band, Xmal Deutschland. They have vaguely heard about it back in England, someone having told them 


they're the German version of Siouxsie and the Banshees. 


This encounter is fictional, | have no knowledge the two bands ever met or interacted. 


It's past IO o'clock and Simon and Robert are standing towards the back of the venue, sipping on their 
umpteenth beer of the evening and awaiting the start of the concert. Their other bandmates are still at the 


bar ordering drinks. 


The lights are suddenly dimmed as the musicians arrive on stage and the band starts playing. The crowd 
begins to cheer and the audience gets even louder as soon as Anja walks on stage and starts dancing. Simon's 
eyes widen in awe at the sight of the slim platinum blonde who's all dressed in black and glides towards the 


mike when she begins to sing. Robert looks at the blonde singer for a moment, focusing on keeping his best 
poker face and looking casual before turning to his left to gaze at his bandmate. 


"Shit, stop gaping, Simon." 


The bassist doesn't even hear Robert's remark or his snarky tone. He's too busy listening to the weird sounds 
coming from the stunning blonde singer when she vocalizes. It's like Debbie Harry and Siouxsie merged into 
someone new but this someone new sings in German and looks and sounds more mysterious. She's floating 
across the stage and her hair glows so bright under the spotlights. Simon doesn't get any of the lyrics but he 


swears it's the nicest thing he has ever heard and seen. 


Robert has already had enough. He nudges his bassist, who finally moves his gaze away from the stage to look 


at him. 
"What? Have you seen her? Do you hear this?," Simon asks him, obviously spellbound. 


The Cure singer doesn't want to answer. Its bad enough with the way he currently feels his stomach turning. 
No need to worsen the situation by showing Simon just how much he hates the way his bandmate looks at this 
girl. 


"l'Il be outside getting some fresh air," Robert tells him drily before walking away towards the exit behind the 


bar. 


Simon shakes his head. Of course Robert is jealous. But they're not together anymore, since he's back with the 
band, so the hell with his frontman for tonight. The venue is not very packed. The bassist easily makes his 
way into the crowd to approach the stage and watch the rest of the concert. He tries to concentrate on the 
music and to forget that tingling sensation he feels across his body each time the blonde singer sustains a 
longer note. The sound of her voice sends shivers down his spine and he feels his muscles tensing as he 


watches her move her arms gracefully and throw her head back. 

It is the end of the set. The lights are back on. Simon manages to sneak into the backstage area, his eyes 
scanning for the girl with white blond hair. A minute later, the German singer walks by, drinking from a bottle 
of water. Without much ceremony, the bassist grabs her arm and corners her as she is making her way 
towards the back. 

"What's your name?," Simon asks, too busy to have found her and be talking to her to be actually nervous. 
God, she looks even better up close.. 


"Who are you?," Anja replies, seemingly unimpressed by Simon's manners but not flinching or shying away. 


Simon ponders whether he should introduce himself and mention his band, then decides it's not really necessary 


because he doesn't want to discuss music and all that great stuff. He just wants to kiss that gorgeous German 


singer. 

| have no clue what you've been singing about for the last 40 minutes but | need to taste the mouth that 
made German sounds so attractive," Simon says, thinking this has to be a pretty good pick-up line given the 
circumstances. 

Unfortunately for him, with all the venue noise and post-gig excitement, Simon's English and his accent are a 
bit too much for Anja who only speaks basic English and still seems caught in the haze of her performance. So 
she just stares at him, amused but confused about what this tall and handsome English guy has just said. She 
thinks he looks like a beautiful life-size punk doll. 

"Was?," she asks, forgetting he's probably not speaking German 

Simon curses under his breath and gets closer to the blonde. Impatience is slowly getter the better of him. 
"Can | kiss you?," he summarizes, hoping she will understand that. 

"My name's Anja. Whats your name?" 

That accent when she speaks. 

"Simon" 

The bassist's inebriated brain clearly doesn't help him think right now. Maybe he's going to get slapped in the 
face but whatever. He slides one arm around Anja's narrow waist and pulls her right against him. Surprisingly, 
Anja doesn't resist nor is she pushing him back. As he lowers his head to her level to kiss her, the singer puts 
a finger against his lips. 


"No, you don't kiss me," she says with her soft but husky voice. 


Before Simon has time to find something to say to try to make her change her mind, he feels her hands 
cupping his face and pulling him down. 


"| kiss you... Simon." 

Simon's brain is still processing the virtual eargasm he just experienced from the way Anja purred his name. 
He has not yet understood that the pleasure he's feeling now comes from the singer's lips moving slowly over 
his mouth and her fingers sliding slowly in his artfully teased mane. 


Anja's kissing is like her dancing on stage, soft and fluid, sensual and yet powerful. 


As the singer's teeth graze over Simon's bottom lip, he opens his mouth. 


That oh so pretty mouth when she sings.. 


He feels Anja's tongue sliding in tentatively, that same warm and velvety tongue that made her language 
sounds so amazing is now exploring his own mouth. Simon is hoping he isn't too drunk to remember how this 
feels tomorrow. And just as he's unconsciously making mental notes about what's happening, Anja breaks the 
kiss and moves her head back a little to look at him. 


A little breathless, a hint of pink flushing across her pale cheekbones, Anja looks like a little wild animal. 
"Now you can kiss me," Anja says. 


Simon has a moment of hesitation and is about to ask her what on earth she means and what she thinks they 
were doing so far. Then he realizes. He hasn't kissed her. She kissed him. He let her do what she wanted. She 
took the lead and he let her kiss him in her odd and foreign way, like her odd and foreign language which he 
suddenly finds so appealing. 


Anja is still in his arms, a little less breathless, her piercing ice blue eyes staring intently. 


Simon walks them back a few steps, till her shoulders and the back of her head make contact with the wall. 
She can feel the hard and coarse finish of the cold concrete texture scratching slightly through her thin 
cotton shirt as he pushes her further against the wall. Then her attention shifts to the soft and hot mouth 
that lands on hers, strong and willful. 


Simon's lips on her mouth, Simon's hands in her hair, Simon tilting her head slightly to one side, Simon's thigh 


nestling between her legs, Simon's body heat overwhelming her in the most unexpected way. 


She never does this. She never kisses strangers. She never lets anyone touch her this way in public. But the 
backstage area is so noisy, and they are in this little dark corner and everyone is busy around them. All she 
hears is this English's guy breathing and herself softly moaning against his kiss, opening her mouth to allow 
him to take his turn at tasting her. 


Anja arches her back and pushes herself into Simon, clenching her fists at the sides of his loose white shirt. 
She's closing her eyes because she's scared to see how he looks at her. 


Simon is not looking, though. He is drowning in the moment, savoring the arousal and the craving which unfolds 
in slow motion around him, inside him. He never kissed a girl like this. He never kissed Robert like this. Robert is 


going to be so mad at him. He doesn't care. Right now, he savors the pleasure of their mutual abandon, trying 


not to think about the fact that it will end, soon, for sure. 


Eventually Anja hears her name. Faintly, vaguely at first, then more clearly. She snaps back to reality. Someone 
is calling, looking for her. They have probably a journalist to see and talk to, an interview to do. She has to go 
before someone comes and looks for her, before she loses control and lets herself do something she shouldn't 


do with someone she doesn't know. 


Anja unclenches her fists and moves her hands up all the way to Simon's chest. She pushes him away, gently 


but firmly, turning her head aside to check if anyone is coming in their direction. 
‘| need to go," she pants. 


Simon nods and moves away, not able to say anything when he sees Anja running from him towards the exit 


door of the backstage area where someone seems to be waiting for her. 


There's nothing to look at anymore, only the usual post-show hustle and bustle of the roadies coming and 
going as they pack the band things and clean up the stage. 


A minute later, he's leaning against the wall, right where the blonde singer was standing a moment ago, his 
fingertips brushing over his lips, resisting the current urge to slide his other hand much more southwards. 


That will be for later on when he's back in his hotel room. 


Anja.. 


